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anticipations, drive me to the neighbouring mountains; a
image, not to be withstood, allures me: I leave you now, and I
know not whether I shall ever see you any more. I have a sum
of money by me, which in your hands will be safer than in mine;
so I ask you to take charge of it; and if within a year I com^
not back, then keep it, and accept my thanks along with it for
the kindness you have shown me."

So the traveller went his way, and Christian took the money
In charge. He locked it carefully up ; and now and then, in the
excess of his anxiety, looked over it; he counted it to see that
none was missing, and in all respects took no little pains with
it. " This sum might make us very happy," said he once to his
father; "should the stranger not return, both we and our chil-
dren were well provided for."

"'Heed not the gold," said the old man; "not in it can
happiness be found: hitherto, thank God, we have never wanted
aught; and do thou put away such thoughts far from thee."

Christian often rose in the night to set his servants to their
labour, and look after everything himself: his father was afraid
lest this excessive diligence might harm his youth and health; so
one night he rose to speak with him about remitting such unrea-
sonable efforts; when, to his astonishment, he found him sitting-
with a little lamp at his table, and counting, with the greatest
eagerness, the stranger's gold. "My son," said the old man,,
full of sadness, "must it come to this with thee? Was this
accursed metal brought beneath our roof to make us wretched ?
Bethink thee., my son, or the Evil One will consume thy blood
and life out of thee."

"Yes," replied he; "it is true, I know myself no more;
neither day nor night does it give me any rest: see how it looks-
on me even now, till the red glance of it goes into my very heart t
Hark how it clinks, this golden stuff 1 It calls me when I sleep ;
I hear it when music sounds, when the wind blows, when people
speak together on the street; if the sun shines, I see nothing-
but these yellow eyes, with which it beckons to me, as it were,
to whisper words of love into my ear : and therefore I am forced1
to rise in the night-time, though it were but to satisfy its eager-
ness ; and then I feel it triumphing and inwardly rejoicing whem
I touch it with my fingers; in its joy it grows still redder and
lordlier. Do but look yourself at the glow of its rapture !" The
old man, shuddering and weeping, took his son in his arms; he